SCANDINAVIAN  AMERICANS

Ratskeller ceiling, prows of ships, stained glass, a mag-
nificent grand-ducal staircase, everything but the
kitchen stove, and in lieu of it no less than a dozen
Swedish-tiled faience chimney fireplaces which soar to
the ceilings; but the most beautiful of these, alas! is
in a Turkish room with Moorish divans and hanging
lamps, which actually came from a Sultan's palace in
Constantinople, but might have been designed in a bad
moment by Belasco. It was built a little before the
World War by Swan Johan Turnblad, a poor Swedish
immigrant boy whose parents came to Minnesota as
pioneers in 1860, when there were still bears and
Indians. He came over from Sweden in the steerage,
pioneered west with his parents, helped cut down trees
and build the family log-cabin, walked miles to school
through virgin, forests, burned candles at night like Abe
Lincoln, and learned, before he was seventeen, to be a
printer. At nineteen he went to Minneapolis, as Ben
Franklin had gone to Philadelphia. Beginning as a
common typesetter, he presently found himself in
charge of the then small, moribund Swedish newspaper
the Svenska Amerikanska-Posten, which has since
grown into the big publication edited by Mending. In
a few years Swan Turnblad had made it the most im-
portant foreign-language journal in the whole North-
west. He became its owner and a power among the
Scandinavian pioneers who began to pour into Minne-
sota, Wisconsin, the Dakotas, in the eighties on Jim
;H$Ts new railroad. He bought real estate, and while
devoting at least half his time, money, and energy to-
wards the interests of his race group became a multi-
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